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Part 2 


Author's Notes: 
Very well, here's Part 2 of my story for the Halloween Challenge. Enjoy! (Hehehe!) 


Murderous Halloween - Part 2 


Kirk, as a horror freak, usually didn't get scared that easily. But now he really seemed to be pretty scared. 
There was something evil going on 


James frowned as he felt Kirk's angst. OF course, Kirk could have taken some weird drugs. Sometimes, mostly 
after having done cocaine, he got a little paranoid. In addition he then used to hear the dragons or dinosaurs’ 
whisper inside the walls around him, preparing themselves for bursting out of the wall in question, just to have 


a "bite of Kirk". Mostly, it wasn't difficult to talk him down until the hallucinations subsided. 


Now, sitting in the passenger's seat Kirk visibly shuddered and pulled his vampire's cape tightly around his 
body. He stared at the right rear-view mirror like being hypnotized and bit his lower lip. 


James hadn't wanted to do so - because he still didn't buy Kirk's story - but he finally looked at the driver's 


rear-view mirror. 


There WAS a black car - a black Porsche with dark windows - behind them. But that didn't mean that there 


would have been killers inside, James told himself. He cleared his throat several times. 

"Well, you're right with the car," he then informed Kirk. "It's a black Porsche, and it really has dark windows. 
But there's no logical cause for thinking about some ‘killers’ inside this car, just because the car is black and 
has dark windows. This is nonsense .. I'd rather guess that there are some paparazzi inside. Yeah, that's it. 
Paparazzi. And the fuckers are following us to get a photo and an autograph." 


Kirk just gave a moan. Nothing else. 


After that Metallica's lead guitarist just whimpered and started to bite his black varnished fingernails, rocking 
slightly forth and back in his passenger's seat. 


Now, James was alarmed, too. 


He looked at his rear-view mirror more and more. The black Porsche behind them didn't vanish. To the 


contrary, it seemed to be glued to James’ truck. 


James still wasn't convinced of Kirk's story but - just in case - he repeatedly switched the lanes of the 


highway, trying to let it look casually. 
The black Porsche stuck to them. 


James didn't give a sound while he still quickly switched the lanes because he didn't give Kirk a fright. But he 
repeatedly had to wipe off the sweat on his forehead. 


"Do you believe me now?" Kirk whispered. "There ARE killers behind us. | knew it! James, | totally knew it” 
James gritted his teeth and tried to concentrate on the traffic. 


"Kirk, we fucking can't know who's inside the Porsche," he then groaned. "But l'm pretty sure that the driver 


and, maybe, his passengers are completely harmless, and nothing else." 
He wanted to calm down Kirk but didn't succeed. Kirk wasn't interested in getting calmed down. 


"Oh my god," he desperately whispered. "We are doomed. We fucking are doomed!" 


Now, James got nervous more and more. The black Porsche stuck to his truck, even when he abruptly 
switched the lanes what wasn't too easy because of the traffic. Lots of other drivers on the highway used 
their honks to let James know about their anger. James’ muscles tensed up, and then, all of a sudden, the 


short hairs in his neck stood on ends by watching the black Porsche keeping its distance from his truck. 
James was an excellent driver but he had no chance to get the Porsche off his truck. He started to shudder 
whenever he had a look at the reflection of the car in his rear-view mirror. He finally doubted about the 
harmlessness of the black Porsche. All of a sudden it came clear to him that they got pursued by mysterious 
people inside the mysterious car. 


Like a prey. 


"Fuck!" he murmured, firmly gripping his steering wheel. "Did you always pay up for your damned drugs, Kirk? 
Maybe, there's a fucking dealer inside the car who just wants to get paid" 


"I ALWAYS pay up for the things | want to buy," Kirk immediately gave back, sounding hurt. "Besides, Lars is 
the one who's buying the shit. He just shares the stuff with me. Personally, I'm not that interested in drugs ...” 


James gave a snort. He briefly glanced at Kirk 

"Sure," he sarcastically said. "You're totally clean, and the tooth fairy exists, too. 

"You are such an asshole," Kirk hissed at him. 

"That's my job. Somebody has to be the asshole, and here | am" 

There was silence for a while. The black car still followed them. James felt like getting frozen whenever he 
glanced at the mirror image of the Porsche. He tried to decipher the number of the expensive car but failed 


because its headlights were too strong. He gave groan. 


"We have to leave the highway," he hoarsely said. "The next exit is ours .. Maybe the fucking Porsche stops to 
chase us after we have left the highway." 


Kirk gave a disgusted sound and shook his head. 
"Yeah, and the tooth fairy really exists. | always knew about that: 
Ignoring Kirk, James steered his truck off the highway pretty fast and hoped that the Porsche had lost their 


trails. Maybe, there a highway police control noticed the high speeding cars and got them stopped. But James 
didn't believe in such a miracle. 


He had been right. 
The mysterious car didn't vanish. 
The black car still stuck to them, keeping up the same distance as before. 


"Shit!" James hissed through clenched teeth. The knuckles of his fingers around the steering wheel got white. 
"This can't be true! It ISN'T true. It has to be a nightmare. | can't think of another explanation" 


Kirk trembled all over now. His vampire's cape poorly failed in pretending to be a security blanket. Kirk's fingers 


were cramped into its fabric. He sat slumped over, his long dark curls hanging down. 
"Yes, and we both are starring in your personal nightmare. How funny.” 
He seemed to have given up. 


"There has to be a 357 Magnum revolver in the glove compartment," James quickly ordered to rip Kirk out of 


his lethargy. "Get me the fucker. | wanna try to defend us before we'll get killed." 


With trembling fingers Kirk searched for the revolver and got it out of the glove compartment. He held the 


gun very carefully but the barrel and muzzle pointed at James. 


"Fucking stop pointing at me with the fucking gun," James immediately hissed at Kirk "That's rule number one, 
fucker, if you wanna stay more than 30 seconds inside a rifle range." 


‘So... so... sorry,’ Kirk guiltily stuttered and lowered the barrel of the gun. "What now?" 
"Get open the drum magazine." 


"What?" Kirk completely was helpless, turning around the gun. "What you're talking about? How do | get open 
the thing?" 


James moaned in desperation. He had to concentrate on the road and to watch the Porsche at the same time, 


and he needed both his hands. 


"Give it to me!" he hissed and grabbed the revolver. With one hand he quickly got open the drum magazine and 
looked at it. 


"WHAT THE FUCK!" he cried out. "This can't be true! Fuck!" 

The drum magazine was completely empty. 

But James exactly remembered that he had loaded the gun by six bullets. And now every chamber was empty. 
He dropped the gun into his lap. It was useless, anyway. There were two packs of 357 Magnum ammunition 
stored behind his driver's seat, but there wasn't time to stop the truck, to retrieve one of the packs, and 
then get the revolver loaded once more. And definitely Kirk wasn't the guy who was prepared to get loaded a 
351 Magnum revolver without accidentally shooting himself and James. 

James shook his head and bit his lower lip. 


"James?" Kirk cautiously asked. "ls something wrong?" 


"Everything is wrong," James groaned. 


He knew lots of shortcuts in the streets of San Francisco and tried to get rid of the Porsche by taking not so 
well-known streets, but without success. After a while his high speeding truck had left the suburb of SF. 


"This isn't the way to Jason's house," Kirk fearfully said after a while. 


"I know that," James gave back. All of a sudden he felt completely numb. "And | don't think that it's a good idea 
to take that direction" 


"You don't wanna get Lars and Jason murdered, too?" 
"You got it." 


Then there was silence for a while. 


Finally, the lights of San Francisco were far behind them. The black car held the distance. James got more and 
more exhausted but he didn't think of giving up. 


His truck now raced along a dark alleyway with black looking trees on both sides. It seemed to be a black tunnel 
of trees. James never had seen the road before, and he knew a lot of roads and pathways around San 


Francisco. 


The black Porsche behind his truck wasn't to get rid of. 


Except the headlights of both cars, there wasn't even the smallest trace of another light, and the lights of 


the cars seemed to get sucked into the darkness ahead of them. 
It was an evil darkness - like an icy cold and hungry black hole in space what wanted to swallow them. 
"James .." Kirk whispered, staring ahead. 


"I know," James calmly answered. "But | don't wanna be such an easy prey .. So, hold on to your seat now. | just 


wanna try .." 
He didn't finish his sentence but abruptly hit the braces and turned his steering wheel to the left side. 


The truck skidded and got forced into a sharp turn. Kirk howled in fear, and James cried out, too. There was no 


way to sufficiently control the truck because the trees had narrowed the road. 


The rear of the truck crashed into one of those trees. Immediately, the airbags exploded because of the 


forceful impact. 


Kirk yelled in pain ... 


James shakily breathed in and out. The pressure of his airbag against his thorax was unbearable. The heated 
engine of his truck still ticked. 


With trembling fingers James pushed back his seat to get enough air inside his lungs. Then he wiped off the 
cold sweat on his forehead. All of his muscles hurt. 


One of the truck's headlights still worked, and the next thing James did, was scanning around for the evil black 


Porsche. 
It was gone 

A weak sound beside the driver's seat startled him, 
"Kirk?" he croaked. "Kirk? Are you okay?" 


A moan. 


"KIRK?" 
Another moan. And some rustling. 
"KIRK! Answer me! Are you okay?" 


"Ye .. yeah! FUCK! I'm okay. It's just it's just this fucking airbag ... It's suffocating me .. | can't breathe! Fucking 
shit!" 


James quickly grabbed at the handle for manually pushing back the passenger's seat, and Kirk breathed in 


deeply several times and moaned. 
"All of my .. my fucking ribs .. They hurt like hell," he groaned. "It's awful .. But | guess I've survived" 


Tears of relief ran down James’ cheeks and he gave some sobs. With still shaking hands he brushed his hair 
out of his face. 


"Are they gone?" Kirk anxiously asked. 

Again, James looked around. 

"Yes .. yes, | think so." 

"Oh my god," Kirk groaned while he was busy to get rid of his airbag. "What did they want from us?" 
‘| don't know," James answered. "I really don't know." 

He got lose his safety belt then touched Kirk's shoulder. 

"Stay where you are," he ordered. "I have to check the truck" 

Kirk just mumbled something under his breath, still struggling with his airbag. 


So, James carefully got out of the car. At first his legs felt a little weak. Then he had back enough strength 


to do some steps. 


All of a sudden, all the other black trees, what had been around them, had vanished. Above them the sky was 
starlit. The air was clear and cold. Then James noticed something lying on the road. There was a silvery 


shimmer. 
He slowly walked over to have a closer look. 


And shrieked. 


On the asphalt a sickle with a flawlessly shimmering murderous blade was lying. 
A piece of paper laid beside the sickle, nearly hidden by the blade. James bent and picked it up. The starlit night 


gave enough light to decipher the blood-red words on the small piece of paper: 


"NEXT YEAR. 
SAME TIME” 


